Khama

sat round the fire, were busy killing that lion
with their mouths, and boasting of what they
would do on the morrow. Khama was silent.
One morning, as dawn was breaking, some of
them awoke to see a man approaching with the
skin of a large lion thrown over his shoulder.
To their amazement and delight, they found it
was Khama, who had quietly slipped out while
the others slept, and had killed the lion single-
handed. He never spoke of the deed before
or after, and his modesty impressed his people
as much as bis courage.
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